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DRAMATIS PERSONE. 


MuDGE, an Apothecary. 

The Loxp Maros. 

Alderman CRArE, an Undertaker. 
Wax, a Diſpenſary Doctor. 
MaRROWBONE, a Journeyman. 
Tou, Gxoxck, and CHarLEs, Apprentices, 


CAXON, a Porter, 


Foorsov, PATIENTS, CONSTABLE and Ar- 
TEN PAN TS. 


T HE 
DISPENSARY. 


Scene, an Apothecary's Shop in London. 


 MUDGE, MARROWBONE, TOM, GEORGE, 
CHARLES, CAXON, and FOOTBOY, 


MUD G Fe 


USTLE, buſtle, my lads; the Pro- 
—ceſſion will be here preſently. Tom, 
form that maſs of Pil Rufi into pills of 
five grains each. Gild them well, and let 
them be directed to LADY M1LL1tNGToON, 
George, make up an electuary of any ſoft 
ſtuff in the ſhop, no matter what, if ic 
only keep your elbows in motion when 
my Lord Mayor paſſes by. Charles, ſpread 

a large bliſter for the nape of the neck, 
and another for the head; and, if aſked, 
A 2 ſay 


enters the ſtreet, let me be called. 
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ſay they are for a great Politician, who 
has juſt loſt his ſenſes. Mr Marrowbone, 
you will take care to overlook the whole, 
and ſee that every thing be conducted 
with regularity and alertneſs, Be particu- 
larly careful that Caxon employs himſelf 
ſtoutly at the great mortar, and ſee that 
the Footboy rattles his fieve upon the 
counter with dexterity. I ſhall juſt ſtep 
into the parlour, and when the proceſſion 


[Exit 
MARROWBONE.e 

This maſter of ours is a moſt unac- 
countable man indeed. Without any more 
practice than would maintain a couple of 
Jackdaws, he preſerves the appearance of 
full buſineſs, which gains him ſuch credit 
with his neighbours, that to my know. 
ledge he has borrowed near a thouſand 
| pounds 
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pounds annually for theſe three years paſt. 
That, however, is no buſineſs of ours; 
we live well, and have eaſy places. 


% 


T O M. 


Mr. Marrowbone, there is not a bit of 
Pil Rufi in the pot. 


MARROW BON k. 

Then ſtep to the Paſtry Cook's, at the 
next door, and bring a piece of paſte in- 
ſtantly. When diſguiſed, it will make a 
box of excellent pills, | (Exit Tom. 


AA LE B. 
Won't that be very diſhoneſt, Mr. Mar- 
rowbone ? h TE 888 
MARROWBONE. 

The word Honeſty, Charles, has a dif- 
ferent ſignification in the city from what it 
has in the country. The great Dr, John- 
ſon, in the laſt edition of his Dictionary, 
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has the word thus: HoxntsTY, a noun 
ſubſtantive, It is derived from hone/tas, 
and formerly meant SINCERITY, Up- 


RIGHTNESS, but zou has a different ſig. 
nification. See RoGUERY. 


Enter T O N. 


I have brought the paſte, Mr. Marrow- 
bone; what muſt I do with it? 


MARROW BONE, 

Pat it into the ſmall braſs mortar, and 
beat it up into a maſs with a drachm of 
lamp black, to be formed into pills of five 
grains each, For the future, Charles, aſk 
no queſtions, but do as you are com- 
manded, and keep faithfully and honeſtly 
the ſecrets of the ſhop, to which you are 
bound by your indentures. | 


£4; 1 
We will be as ſecret as the grave, Mr. 
Marrowbone. 


MAR- 
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MARROWBONE. 
Sir, Sir, the proceſſion is entering the 
ſtreet. I hear the muſic at a diſtance, 


Enter MUD GE. 
All hands to work, my lads.— The 
great mortar ſounds much too ſharp, 


C AXON, 
We have nothing to put into it, Sir. 


NM U D GE. 


Put that into it, you blockhead pulling 
of his woollen nightcap). Now there is 
ſomething to work upon. George, move 
your elbows a little faſter. You boy, 
rattle your ſieve a little ſmarter. Bravo! 

[Walks backwards ana forwards ſmartly] 


[Enter a proceſſion of the Lord Mayor and Alder. 
men reti ning from the Guildhall. with muſic, 
When the Lord Mayor comes oppoſite to the ſhop, 
Mr. Mudge re/pedfully bows to hin.] 


LORD 


* 
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LORD MAYOR: 

I fear, Mr. Mudge, the city is very 
ſickly, 
MU D GE. 

It is, my Lord; and I aſſure your Lord- 
ſhip, that at this preſent moment I have 
no leſs than ſeventy patients at the point 


of death. 
'MARROWBONE 


Seventy three, Sir, upon the day- 


book. | 
| MU D GRE. 


Ves, ſeventy three, my Lord; all of 
whom are under a courſe of my Black 
Antipeſtilential Pills; and I will engage 
for it, that not above one in the whole 
number ſhall die. Nay, my Lord, I have 
cured people even after they were dead, 
For, according to the doctrine of a cele- 
brated Philoſopher, no man is properly 
dead till he is rotten; and I aſſure your 


Lordſhip that this great diſcovery has not 
only 


THE DISPENSARY. 9 


only filled my pockets, but has conſiderably 
decreaſed the bills of mortality, I have 
juſt now four dead men under a courſe of 
my Reviving Embrocation. One has al- 
ready ſtirred his right leg; another has 
moved his left eye-lid ; and Mr. Cotillion, 
the Dancing-Maſter, who has been two 
days dead, will, I hope, within a week, 
be able to dance a minuet, And my fourth 
patient, a waiter at the Devil Tavern, has 
been heard to cry “ coming Sir“ as he 
lay in his coffin. ' 


| ' LORD MAYOR. 

Theſe are wonderful cures, Mr, 

Mudge. 25 
MU D GE. 

Wonderful indeed, my Lord Mayor. 
Death, my Lord, is now quite undone: 
he may ſell his ſcythe to ſome Iriſh hay- 
maker, and his hour-glaſs to the Propri- 
etors of the York Baths. Ha! ha! ha! 
Upon my word, my Lord Mayor, it is 

B truly 
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truly comical to ſee people walking the 
ſtreets after lying at the bottom of the 
Thames for a fortnight And no longer ago 
than laſt Friday, a mari was taken to an 
Undertaker's in Grace-Church-Street, for 
interment, having fallen from the top of 
the Monument, and pitch'd upon a cart 
loaded with hay, The Undertaker, at 
firſt, denied me entrance; but having ob- 
tained a Writ of Habeas Corpus, I gained 
admittance, and in a few hours ſent the 
man home to his family, without any other 
damage than the loſs of two fore teeth, 
which I ani in hopes of replacing as ſoon 
as the Scavenger has found them. 


LORD MAYOR. 

Pray, Mr. Mudge, be ſo kind as to 
let me have a box of your Piſtilential 
Pills, and a bottle of your Brocation, for 
I think no family ſhould be without 

 MUDGE 
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MUDG E. 

Your Lordſhip ſhall have them tomor- 
row. Thoſe upon the counter are for a 
Mr. SMALLWoop, of Berkfhire, of whom 
I bought an eſtate the other day, value 
ſeven thouſand pounds, and if I would 
give the world I know not how to raiſe 
the laſt five hundred without ſelling 
out. | 

LORD MAYOR. 
My good friend, Mr. Mydge, bring 
the Pills tomorrow, and think no more 
of the five hundred. You ſhall have ir 
upon your note, and twice as much if you 
want it, ; 
MU DGE. 

I ſhall wait upon your Lordſhip to- 
morrow forenoon, but beg that the mo- 
ney may not be engaged to me, for if 
ſtocks riſe in the Alley, I ſhall certainly 
ſell. | 


B 2 Lo RD 
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LORD MAYOR. 
I hope they will fall, Mr. Mudge ; 
you will, however, eat your Turtle with 
me tomorrow at four, | 


MUDGE. 
Your Lordſhip is very kind. 


LORD MAYOR, 
Good morrow, Mr, Mudge. 


MU DGE. 
Good morrow, my Lord. 


[The proceſſion moves on ſlowly. When Alderman 
Crape comes oppoſite to Mr. Mudge, the follow- 
ing ſhort dialogue takes place, during which the 
proce ſſion and muſic ſtop.] 
ALDERMAN CRAPE. 
You are a vile raſcal, Mr. Mudge ; and 
when you die, you muſt not expect the 
burial of a Chriſtian, 


MU D G E. 
I never offended you, Mr. Crape, in 
my life; and I aſſure you that it is my 
utmoſt 
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utmoſt ambition to live upon good terme 
with all my neighbours, Mr. Alderman 
Crape, the Undertaker, in particular. 

[ Bows reſpectfully, but archly. J 


ALDERMAN CRAP E. 

The Faculty were formerly my beſt 
friends, but you, Mr. Mudge, have ruin- 
ed our whole fraternity. In a little 
time we ſhall have nothing left to bury 
but Lapdogs and kept Miſtreſſes. You 
are a moſt abominable villain, Mr. Mudge, 
a moſt abominable villain indeed. 

[The proceſſion moves 0n. 
[The proceſſion being gone off, Mr. Marrow- 


bone puts up a board over the ſhop door, inſcrib- 
ed, THE DISPENSARY. J 


MU D G E. 
It is now twelve o' clock, and no Doctor. 
J fear the fellow has ſome thoughts of 
leaving us; for if you remember, Mr. 
Marrowbone, he has of late been remark · 
| ably 
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ably careleſs ; and no longer ago than laſt 
Wedneſday he complained that our Ling- 
liver Oil ſtunk moſt abominably ; when 
the blockhead ſhould have known that the 
excellence of a medicine riſes in propor- 
tion as it ſtinks. But here comes the 
Doctor. 


Enter Dr. Wax dreſſed like a ſhoemaker, with a 
leather apron, and black ſtockings, 


5 DOCTOR WAX. 
Servant, Mr. Mudge, ſervant. 


MU D G E. 
I began to think you late, Doctor. 


DR. WAX. 
You have no reaſon to complain of my 


punctuality, Mr, Mudge. I affure you I 
have had tempting offers. My terms with 


you, Mr. Mudge, are theſe; the uſe of 
a black ſait of cloaths and a tye wig, when 
I 
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I am in my profeſſion—I mean out of my 
profeſſion—for I am only a ſhoemaker, 
as you all know, 

A L Le 

Ha! ha! ha! | 


DR. WAX. 

Vou alſo by agreement are to a 
me with a pair of ſleeve ruffles, and a din. 
ner once a week, together with three 
ſhillings and ſixpence in hard money, on 
the days I preſcribe. Now, what I pro- 
poſe is, that you ſhall make the ſum up 
five ſhillings, and at an of 
to take your ſhoes of me, 


MUD G E-. 
Agreed.— And now, Doctor, what 
made you ſo late * ? | 


4. „ 
To tell you the truth, Mr. Madge, 4 
was debating with my wife whether 1 had 


not 
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not better give over the trade of a Doctor. 


My conſcience ſaid Yes; 'my * and 
five children ſaid No. 


M v D G E. 

A plague of your conſcience. A Dodor 
with a conſcience is no Doctor at all. Do 
you think that Dr. Mead and Dr. Rat- 
cliff could have left forty thouſand pounds 
behind them if they had had any con- 
ſcience? When I made you a Doctor laſt 
year, did I not tell you that you muit for- 
ſwear all conſcience? It is one of the 
moſt troubleſome things an honeſt man can 
carry about with him.—-But here come 
ſome of our patients ; ſo let us retire to 
dreſs for their reception. Say not a word 
more about conſcience, Doctor. 


DR. VAX. 

Not one word more about it, Mr. 
Mudge, as I hope for forgiveneſs in the 
next world. 

{[Exeunt Mudge, Doctor, Apprentices, & Foot - boy. 
M A Ry 
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MARROWBONE, 


Well might our Mafter talk againſt con- 
ſcience, He is one of the molt uncon. 
ſcionable rogues that ever broke bread. 
Suppoſe you and I, Caxon, were to en 
deavour to preſerve the ſmall ſtock of 
conſcience we have left, and turn Me. 
thodiſts? You have a good voice for a 
groen, and I think I can do ſomething as 
« Preacher. Methodiſm is ſurely one of 
the belt religions in the world for good 
eating, You remember Strap, a thin 
meagre fellow of a barber, that lived, or 
rather exiſted, at the next door; he is 
now grown ſa ſleek and fat with con- 
ſtanely preaching againſt the good things 
of this world, that I proteſt 1 miſtook 
him, the other day, for Mr. SW1LL, the 
mild ale brewer in the Minaries. But 
huſh ! here comes the Doctor. 


C | Enler 
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Enter DR. WAX, MUDGE, APPREN- 
TICES, and FOOT BOY. 


[The Door 7s conducted to his ſeat with great 
ceremony. The patients come in, and range 
themſelves in order. A table before the — 
with pen, ink, and paper.] 


DR. WAX. 

During the courſe of my practice, I 
have obſerved that in cold weather, cold 
diſeaſes prevail, and in hot weather, hot 
diſeaſes; for which reaſon I take care to 
have this Diſpenſary well ſupplied with 
medicines according to the reſpective ſea · 
ſons. This being a very cold day, I ſhall 
only preſcribe hot things, ſo I hope, Mr. 
Marrowbone, you are well ſtock'd with 
powder'd Ginger, Allſpice, Muſtard, Horſe. 
radiſh, and Cayenne Pepper, for the uſe 
of the diſeaſed perſons now before me.— 
You with the red face, come forward. I 
ſee yon are troubled with a cold ſcurvy. 
How long have you had it? 


PATIENT 
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PATIENT. I, 
Near two years, Doctor.— The hu- 
mour 1s very hot indeed. 


DR. W AX. 
J tell you it is very cold, and a true 
Norway Scurvy.—Give him an Electuary 
of Cayenne Pepper and Flour of N.uſtard. 


MARROWBONE. 
Take this as directed, and waſh it down 
with three ſpoonfuls of Geneva and Water, 
You are to pay one ſhilling. 


[Exit Patient, 
DR. WAX. 


You in the brown coat, come forward. 
Deſcribe your complaints. 


5 & SS + & % 5. oh fo 
J have a violent pain in my fide, which 
my neighbours call a Pleuriſy. I got it 
by falling down ſtairs when I was drunk 


for Admiral Keppel's great victory over 
the Indians, | 


i 
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DR. WAX. 
Give this man an Electuary of Muſtard 
and Ginger, to keep his patriotiſm warm. 
Hs [Exit Patient. 
Lou in the blue coat, come forward. — 
What buſineſs do you follow, and what 


are your complaints? 


PATIENT” g. 
J write for the Miniſtry, My com- 
plaints are, a ſwimming in my head, with 
a conſtant craving for food. 


DR. WAX. 

I will have nothing to do with Writers 
for the Miniſtry, They have a Diſpenſary 
of their own. [Exit Patient. 

You in the grey coat, come forward, 
What buſineſs do you follow, and what 
are your complaints? 


PATIENT 4. 
I am a Writer againſt the Miniſtry. My 
complaints ate, an obſtinate hoarſeneſs and 
riſing 
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riſing of the _ I have bad nights ayd 
_"Horrid® dre ang. | 


c 


Le * 2 


Ws WAX. 


T can da you no ſervice If you are 
good for any thing, the' Miniſtry will ture 
hoy [Exit Patient, 

You the black coat, come torward. 
What buſi ets do you follow, and what 
are your complaints? 


PATIENT 5. 
lam a Poet. My complaints are a vio- 
lent head ach and Itoſeneſs, contracted by 


ſitting up late, erg verſes tor the good 
my ye” „ 


29 


a” — 3 * 


D R. W Ax. 


Spread a bliſter for this patient's head, 
and recommend him to wipe his backſide 


Enter 


Dith his verſes, [Exit Patient. 
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Enter a WoNA ſupported by two Chairmen; 
with her head extravagantly dreſſed. 


PATIENT. 
1 hope the Diſpenſary is not far off; 


CHAIRMAN :: 
It is cloſe at hand, Madam. 


M U D G E. 


Place a chair for the Lady, You ſeept 
to be * ill, Madam. 


PATIEN T, 

Ohl yes, Sir, 1 am all in a tremble, 
You mult know, Gentlemen, that I have 
disjointed my ancle bone. An unlucky 
ole in the pavement catch'd my heel as I 


— 
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was turning the corner of King-itreet, and 
down I came. Theſe two men kindly 
| took me up, and carried me into a Haber. 
daſher's ſhop, but (could you believe it!) 
the barbarous wretches refuſed to let me 
ſit down, They ſaid I was a mad woman. 
J told them I was houſe-keeper to Alder, 
man Cockle, and that 1 was upon my way 
to a ball at the Manſion-Houſe, given by 
the Lord Mayor's Cook, This made them 
ten times worſe. One of the Journey- 
men held a pair of ſciſſors to my throat 
near a yard long and I verily believe, 
if I had not been a Chriſtian, that he would 
have murdered me. Oh! give me ſome 
cordial, I am very ſick. 


M U D G E. 


Sivxe the er a glaſs of Coniac, 


PATIENT 
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* 1 E N 1. 

A little higher, Sir; (drinks) this is 

right Nantz. Another glaſs, kind Sir, 
(drinks) Now look at my poor ancle. 


[Mr. Marrowbone takes off the Patient's ſhoe 
2 and * it to DE: n 


* 


b R. WA. 


A very faſhionable ſhoe indeed ! This 
muſt have been the 1 invention of a a Surgeon, 


MARROWBONE.. | 


of 5 0 examined the ancle, and find : 4 
violent laceration of the ligaments, 


DR. WA x. 
Give the Lady a bottle of embrocation, 


and recommend her to bathe the part with 
vinegar, night and morning. 


MU PD GE. 
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M 1 5 0 1. 
Call a chale, 


. Chatemen with a 4 


CHALKLMAN to 


1 fer our chalr will not take In the 


Lady's head. | 
1 [Patient gets into the chaty, 


PATIENT, 
Take care of me, Gentlemen, and carry 
me ſafe to Alderman Cockle's, Wholefals 


Grocer, at the ſign of the Three Bugar- 
Loaves, in , Quling-iroet, oppoſite the 


Punch- Houſe. | 
x de hair mover off with the head up, 


vA. WAK 


' You with the lank halr, cone forward, 
What are your complalnts ? 


PATIENT. 
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PATIENT 6. 

J am fick of love. Mrs. Doxorur 
| Farzz, the Barber's widow, ſcorneth my 
importunities. I have told her I am like 
an iſicle upon a penthouſe facing the ſun. 
Drop by drop I conſume away, She 
ſcornfully biddeth me live better, and curl 
wy hair, 

| DR. WAR» 

I can be of no ſervice to you, friend, 


M U.D:G. I. 
Mr. Marrowbone, give him a little of 
zur advice. 


MARROWBONE. 
I would have you enter into the Militia, 
Tt will make a man of you. Eat and 
drink well. Cock your hat, and powder 
your hair, Then go to the widow, .and 
cry, Dem'e, Madam, by the foot of 
Pharaoh ! I will have you, 


A L Ls 
Ha! ha! ha! 
PATIENT 
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PATIENT 6. 
O lud! O lud! I can never be a fol- 
dier. The very name of PAUL Joxzs 
frightens me almoſt out of my ſenſes. 


[ Exit Patient. 
DR. WAX. 


You in the green coat, come for ward. 
What buſineſs do you follow, and what 
are your complaints? 


PATIENT: 5. 
I am by profeſſion a Merry Andrew, 
but having loſt the uſe of my limbs, I am 
rendered incapable of getting my living. 


DR. WAX. 

Go to the Medicated Baths, and in » 
month's time you will be able to leap like 
a frog. [Exit Patient, 

You in the green and gold, come for- 
ward, What buſineſs do you follow, and 
what are your complaints? 


P ATI E N . 
I do teach grown Gentleman and Lady 
| to 


h 
| 
| 
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to dance, but I have fo moch Rheumatic 
dat I can nor riſe nor ſaink. 


DR. WAX. 
Go to the Vapour Baths, and they will 
make you as ſupple as an Eel. 


PATIENT 8. 
Vill de Gentlemen cure me for noting, 
for I have got no monies, 


DR. WAX. 
Probably they will. 


eee. 

Den me vill teach de Gentlemen to 
dance for noting; for by Gar dey very 
moch vant it. , [Exit. 

DR WAR. 

T affure you, Mr. Mudge, I have ſeen 
more cures perform'd by theſe Baths than 
by all the medicines of the College. 


MUDG E. 
Begging your pardon, Doctor, they 
* have 
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have already done a wonderful deal of 
miſchief. Mrs, Pigtail, the Tobacconiſt's 
wife, was the other day almoſt melted into 
a jelly ; ; and one Snip, a Maſter Taylor, was 
ſo ſweated, that, for a wager, he jumped 
thro? his own thimble. Seriouſly ſpeaking, 
they muſt be put down by Parliament, or 
we ſhallall be ruined, | 


DR, WAR. 
I will not unſay what I have ſaid for any 
man in England, 


MU D G E. ; 
Is it for this I have fed you, cloathed 
you, and ſupported your beggarly family 


DR. WAX. 
Sir, I ſcorn your words, 


[They fight, __ in A ey each receives 4 


MUD GE. 
Call a Conſtable—Call a Conſtable ! - 


[They fight on] | 


Enter 


26 THE DISPENSARY\s» 


Enter CON STABLE and GTTSUDANT fs! 


C O N 3 T AB L E. 
Hey day ! what's the matter? Has 2 
murder been commited ? 


M UD GE. 

Yes, yes, Mr. Conſtable ; that * 
has committed more murders in my ſhop, 
than ten tongues can tell, Seize him, 
Seize him, 


O 


[The curtatn drops. ] . Lt unc 


